CHAPTER   36
LOOKING AT  ENGLAND
I sat in the dingy station restaurant at Budapest and read my
English newspaper, and as I did so the lights suddenly went out
and in the darkness somebody banged twelve times tinnily on a
tea-tray, and then the lights went on again and the white-capped
cook came in, holding under his arm a squealing sucking-pig,
and he took this animal from one guest to another for each to
pluck a bristle from it and pull its tail, and pocketed his tip at
each table, and I realized that 1938 had died and 1939 was born.
It was a lugubrious imitation of a merry New Year's eve, for but
half a dozen guests sat in that ill-lit restaurant, and they were
only there because the express from Germany, for which they
were waiting, was late — for some mysterious reason trains from
Germany are getting more and more unpunctual — and they
were champing with impatience to leave this dreary place and
be gone.
So that was 1938, I thought, as the squeals died away, and I
took my mind back to the previous New Year's eve, and thought
how happy I had then been, in Vienna, and how my good friend and
I had seen the New Year in beneath the tall arches of St. Stephen's
Cathedral, and then all the events of 1938 passed in review
before me, Hitler's swoop on Austria, the publication of my book,
idyllic weeks in Budapest, Bedlam once more, fly, fly, fly again,
that noontide rest beneath the bough on the Belgrade road,
Prague in vassalage. Well, I thought, 1938 had brought the things
I feared in Insanity Fair, and now, here I was in a station restaurant,
in Budapest, with 1939 before me, and small promise of good
cheer it held, and I wondered, where should I be when 1939
died?
There is small profit in such wonderings, nowadays, so I took
up my English paper again and began to look at England, where
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